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"Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Tré Cool!" 

Billie's loud, grandstanding voice boomed out over the PA. to the almighty roar of that nights audience. On his 
cue, Tré threw his drumsticks high in the air, leaping from his stool and bounding across the stage. Fauxhawk 
quivering as he mock-staggered up the platform that extended into the audience, hands clasped behind his 
back, coming to a halt beside Billie and leering at the audience. Arms extended, hands clawing for him, delighted 
faces beaming and wide-eyed - screaming in adoration, right then, just for him. 

He felt a hand clamp on his shoulder. 


"A mon that lathers me up good in the shower, let me tell you," Billie said into the mic, eyebrow raised. 


Tré swurg his gaze around to his bandmate, who drank in the gleeful reactions and wolf whistles from the 


audience, before looking slyly back at the drummer. 


There it was, that look. The wide grin, the fiery eyes, the gaze that lingered a little longer than normal, almost 
glaring each other down. Eyes briefly flicking to the others: lips. 


And for some reason, maybe the crowd, maybe the air, maybe just a violent impulse, an urge. For some 
reason, looking at Billie in all his sweat plastered, kohl smudged, black clad ringleader glory, made something snap 
inside Tré and fucking possess him. 


A beat, and Tré lunged forward, clasping Billie's head and pulling him stumbling forward for a hard kiss. Tré felt 
the guitar around Billie's neck clatter into his groin, letting out a jarring almost-chord through the speakers, 
and a collective shriek went up from the audience at the sight of them. Billie's eyes nearly popped right out of 
his head, not used to being on the receiving end of such an attack. Tré kept an iron grip on him, eyes closed 
and licking at the full lips pressed against his. The two of them lurched to the side, and they went crashing 
down to the stage, just barely avoiding snapping the neck of Billie's guitar. Suddenly Tré was clawing at the 
strap, breaking away from the kiss to shove the guitar away and pin Billie down. He stared down at the 
frontman, hands on his wrists and pressing them down to the grimy, damp stage, blue eyes sparking. 


"Now," he growled. "We're doing this now." 
Billie's eyes widened, hazels looking brighter than usual. 


"Now?!" he squeaked, slack-jawed, trying to keep his attention away from the fact that Tré's groin was 
pressing hard up against his. "But..but.but.." 


And then Tré's hands were at his shirt, buttons flying free in his haste to get to the warm, pale, inked skin 
below. Billie continued in his spluttering protest until he felt lips close over his nipple, teeth scraping ever so 
lightly over the sensitive nub. He choked on his repeated word, mentally flailing even more at the heart- 


stopping sensation. 


Tré purred against Billie's chest, moving quickly, palms pressed flat against the twitching stomach beneath him 
as he rocked his hips into Billie's. The older man's back arched, eyes rolling, and he was gone. The drummer's 
eyes flicked up for a split second to see the crowd, still roaring in approval, still reaching out to the two 
writhing bodies on the floor, all grinning deliriously, eyes wide. Tré felt his gut tighten, and he moved back to 
Billie's lips, coming down hard and fast. His tongue slithered along Billie's teeth, demanding entry. Billie arched up 
into the frantic kiss, mouth opening wide, scrabbling the now open shirt off his shoulders and arms. Needy 


moans lost themselves in his drummers mouth. 


Within moments, Tré's shirt joined Billie's, crumpled and dismissed on the stage floor. Tré pushed his hips 
harder and harder into Billie's, gasps and yelps punctuating each thrust, before he fought off his pants just 
down to knee level. He squirmed back, erection bobbing free, tugging at Billie's pants just enough to expose that 
smooth, pale ass that every fibre of him was screaming to be inside. Their eyes met again, both hazy and 
heavy-lidded, fogged with lust. Billie's chest rose and fell at speed, breath rattling and gasping from him. 


"Please," he said hoarsely. "Don't stop." 


Tré reached blindly across the stage, groping for the microphone that had been dropped in the two person 
mêlée. He dragged it over by its lead and rested it against Billie's cheek, the end hovering over his mouth. 


"Again," Tré murmured, wiping the sweat from his forehead and chest and coating his cock with it. "Say that 


again" 


Billie, possibly not even aware that the microphone was there, took some gasping breaths that whooshed out 
through the speakers like a high wind. 


"Please, Tré, don't fucking stop," he repeated, desperate words booming out around the arena. "Fuck me, | need 


you to take me now, oh God." 


He gasped again, moaning at nothing more than Tré's strong hands on his thighs, pushing his legs apart before 
coming to rest on the sides of his knees, pushing down ever so slightly. Tré felt his heartbeat throb through 
him, hard and loud at the sounds Billie was making, gasps and moans and pants that were, right then, just for 
him. He gazed down at the older man, eyes darkened with desire, before shifting his hands to grip Billie's ankles 
and pushing into him hard. Billie shrieked, the sound almost deafening, his body tensing as the head of Tré's 
cock pushed straight into his sweet spot, pain and pleasure colliding in an overwhelming way. Then he moaned, 
long and low, as Tré rocked his hips into him, almost constantly rubbing against that beautifully torturous little 
spot deep inside him and sending his mind spinning clean out of his body in seconds. 


Tré watched Billie arch, eyes sliding shut, the frontman's cock bobbing back onto his stomach and leaving a 
trail of glistening pre-come in its wake. He was almost deafened by the combination of near-hysterical crowd 
noise and near-hysterical panted little cries from Billie. He looked up at the crowd, cheering and screaming like 
they were still performing, staring down at them utterly enraptured. It made heat surge through his veins to 
meet the eyes of each person pressed tightly up against the barrier, as he pushed deeper and harder into his 


bandmate. 


‘Oh, God, Tré..yes, yes." Billie gasped, whimpering in ecstasy, voice reverberating all around them. "Right there, 


oh my God, fuck yes..there, there, oh..fucking ride me hard, AHH" 


Tré's eyes fell to Billie again, the older man's eyes screwed tight shut, mouth wide open in desperation Skin 
slapped against skin, faster and faster, the ecstasy surging through them utterly dizzying, until Billie's back 
arched further and further, head pressing hard against the stage below. Tré's head filled with thunderous 


noise and a single, ear-splitting scream as he felt a burning light swallow him. 


'Tréll! 


"Oh, GOD, Billie" Tré breathed, as softly as possible, feeling warmth spill into his hand as the tension flowed out 


of him. 


Sagging against the tiled wall, reality ebbed back into his consciousness and he felt water spattering off his 
slick skin He let out a long sigh and opened his eyes, the last traces of his orgasm sparkling out of his body. 
Nothing but the shower head stared sightlessly back at him. Shaking his head a little, droplets raining from his 


reddish-brown hair plastered to his skin, he rinsed himself clean and turned the now cold shower off. 


Stepping back out into the dressing room, towel wrapped around his waist, Billie looked up from his plate of 


rider food, looking unkempt and not as glamorous as usual. 
"Did you call me a while ago?" he asked around a mouthful of cheese-and-something. 
Tré put on his very best confused face. "Nah, man" He paused. "Maybe you heard me jacking off" 


Billie chuckled, shaking his head. "Nice, dude, right when I'm eating." He narrowed his eyes a little. "You know, one 
day l'm gonna jump in there with you just like | say | do, just to see your face." 


Tré gave a little snuffing laugh and grinned slyly. "Bring it on, homeslice," he challenged, looking right back at 
Billie. 


There it was, that look. The wide grin, the fiery eyes, the gaze that lingered a little longer than normal, almost 
glaring each other down. Eyes briefly flicking to the others: lips. 


Then Billie stood up, walking past Tré and heading into the bathroom, muttering something about not eating his 
food while he's gone. Tré watched the door close behind him before speaking quietly, unspoken lust unfurling in 


his belly. 


"Because one day l'm gonna throw you to the floor right onstage and fuck you ‘til you're dizzy in front of 
thousands of people.just to see your face." 


